THE   BARRIER

That night the pony Victor, c as gentle as a
dear old sheep/ was shot, for pony-food was
running short. Little c Birdie' Bowers was
very upset. He had grown inordinately fond
of him and always managed to feed him with
a biscuit out of his daily ration. He gave him
the last just before the poor beast was led
away to execution. That night he wrote :
* Victor did a splendid march and kept ahead
all day, and as usual marched into camp first,
pulling over 450 Ib. easily. It seemed an
awful pity to have to shoot a great strong
animal. . , . Good old Victor! . . . He has
done his share in our undertaking, anyhow,
and may I do my share as well when I get
into harness myself.3 The harsh school of
sledging makes brutes of most of us, but Scott
was always affected and sometimes wept at
these butcheries of dogs or ponies.

They travelled 23 miles in the next two
days and then camped opposite the Gateway,
as Shackleton had named the place where he
passed between Mount Hope and the main-
land. From here they could see the outlet of
the Beardmore Glacier, flowing in waves of
snow-covered pressure-ice. In front of them
was the glory of mountains, range upon range,
peak after snow-clad peak. They wTent into
their tents that night excited beyond measure.
The Barrier Stage was almost over, and Scott